


Chapter 1 


“You said to come and spend Christmas with you so I 
wouldn’t be alone,” Chris whined into his phone after he’d 
set down his bags and closed the front door of the small 
lake house in the woods. “So I left Phoenix to come to 
northern Wisconsin in December.” Chris shivered at the 
thought, even though the house was warm enough. He was 
beginning to believe he’d truly gone crazy and that they 
were going to find him frozen solid come spring. 


“How was I supposed to know that one of the few 
relatives I had left was going to die?” Martin said, and 
Chris immediately felt guilty. It really wasn’t something 
Martin could have helped, but the entire purpose of this 
visit had been so Chris wouldn’t have to spend the holidays 
alone. “The funeral is tomorrow, and afterwards, I need to 
meet with the executors of the will. I should be home in a 
few days, and then we can spend the rest of the next two 
weeks together. I promise it’ll be fine.” Martin sounded a 
bit frazzled, and Chris let his own angst and anger go. “I 
left plenty of food in the house, and you should have 
everything you need for a few days. I also marked one of 
the trees on the property for us to use as a Christmas tree. 
You can cut it if you want, and there’s a stand in the 
basement.” 


“I don’t think so. There’s snow on the ground,” Chris 
said. Martin had been surprised when Chris had told him 
he’d never actually been in snow and appalled when Chris 
had told him recently that he would be spending the 
holidays alone. Apparently, even though Martin had very 


little family, and even less now, he had a group of friends 
who always spent the holidays together. So Martin had 
talked Chris into visiting for the holidays. More like cajoled 
and bugged until Chris had agreed just to shut him up. 


“It’s not going to hurt you, but we can do that when I 
get back if you want. I have you in the first bedroom in the 
right as you go down the hall. You’ll find the bathroom, I’m 
sure. I set out warm clothes for you on the bed, and if you 
need anything, check out my closet. Like I said, I should be 
back in a few days.” Martin paused, and Chris heard voices 
talking softly behind him. “I have to go, but you know I love 
you and can’t wait to see you. Illl get there once this is 
over.” 


“Okay.” Chris held back a sigh. “I’ll see you then.” He 
hung up and shoved the phone into his pocket before 
looking around the small house. It had obviously been built 
as a summer cabin. Chris knew Martin had done a lot of 
work on the place so he could live here year-round, and it 
did seem rather cozy. It had a lake house feel, with big 
overstuffed furniture that looked amazingly comfortable, 
pictures on the walls of boats and people fishing, rugs 
spread over pine floors. There were huge windows that 
overlooked the tree-lined lake, which had what looked like 
mini-icebergs floating on it. 

Chris sighed softly and let some of the tension that had 
built during his drive slip away. He had flown into Wausau 
and then driven almost two hours to get to Martin’s. The 
sides of the roads had been piled with snow. He was 
thankful it hadn’t been snowing during his drive because he 
wouldn’t have known what to do. Instead, the sun had 
shone and he’d had to stop at a wide spot to dig out his 
sunglasses because of the way the sun had reflected off the 
whiteness that hung everywhere. The sun had lasted until 
he’d approached the lake, and then gray clouds had 
obscured the sky. Chris had had to take off his sunglasses 


in order to see. As he stood looking out the windows, the 
first flakes of snow began to fall. Figuring he should 
experience everything he could while he was here, Chris 
found the bedroom Martin had indicated and spied a coat, 
gloves, and hat on the bed and a pair of boots by the closet. 
He wasn’t planning to traipse through the snow, so he left 
the boots alone, but put on the coat, gloves, and hat before 
walking back through the house. He unlocked and opened 
one of the patio doors and stepped outside. 


The cold immediately braced his cheeks, but he was 
warm otherwise, so he ignored it and walked to the edge of 
the deck and stood still. The snow was falling faster and 
getting thicker. Standing stock-still, Chris listened. He’d 
never have expected snow to make a sound, but it did: a 
soft underlying hum that seemed to come from everywhere 
and nowhere. Through the increasingly thick falling snow, 
the lake and trees seemed to slowly retreat, getting father 
away as they were obscured by the swirling flakes. 


The wind shook the branches of the surrounding pine 
trees, sending cascades of snow billowing around. Chris 
shivered as the chill went right through his clothes, and he 
turned and hurried inside before closing the patio door 
behind him with a resounding thud, as if to shut out the 
wind and the cold it brought. “Why did I come visit the 
cold? It’s beautiful,” he said out loud to try to fill some of 
the empty space, “but it’s so damned....” He shivered. 
“Cold!” 


Chris found the thermostat and turned it up a few 
degrees, listening until he heard the soft, reassuring hum 
of the furnace. He took off the outside gear and placed it in 
the closet before deciding it would be best to hunt up 
something to eat. Martin was true to his word, and Chris 
found everything he could want. He made a salad and 
broiled a steak, then opened a bottle of wine and sat in 
front of the television to eat. His improving mood lasted 


until he found out there were only six stations, but at least 
Martin had Internet access, so he booted up his computer 
and found something to watch on Netflix. 


The wind rattled the patio door, and Chris shivered 
again, but he was warm; the furnace’s sound reminded him 
of that. He had his feet up, his belly full, a glass of wine, 
and something to watch. He was fine. He could do this. 
Chris set his glass on a coaster before carrying his dishes 
to the sink. He rinsed them and looked around for the 
dishwasher. Not finding one, he placed the dishes in the 
sink and cleaned everything up before returning to his spot 
on the sofa. The wind whistled around the corner of the 
house, and Chris got up to find a blanket before curling 
under it on the sofa. Everything was fine; it was just the 
wind. After a while, Chris found the switch for one of the 
outside lights. He turned it on and peered through the 
window. All he saw was snow blowing and swirling in the 
circle the light created. He couldn’t even tell where the 
ground began. Chris turned off the light and sat back down 
on the sofa, returning to his movie. 


The credits had just begun to roll and Chris was about 
to close the window when the house went dark, the glow of 
the computer screen the only light, and the howl of the 
wind sounding more and more like it was trying to get 
inside with him. Chris used the light from the computer to 
find his phone and called Martin. 


“Hello,” Martin said. 


“The power went out, and I’m going to freeze to 
death,” Chris said in a hurry, burrowing deeper under the 
blanket. “The wind is rattling everything, and I can only see 
snow outside. I’m going to die, and it’s all your fault.” 

Martin laughed and Chris almost hung up. Only the 
fear of a slow, freezing death kept him clutching the small, 
glowing lifeline. “Don’t be a drama queen. There are 


flashlights in the closet near the front door. There’s wood in 
the box near the fireplace and more at the base of the 
porch steps. Build a fire to keep warm once you’ve found 
the flashlights. The storm won’t last too long, and then 
they’ll get the power back on. It'll probably be back by 
morning, so don’t panic.” 


Chris got up and used the light from the phone to find 
the closet. He turned on a battery-operated lantern, and 
then at least there was enough light to see around the 
room. 


“There are matches in the kitchen and some fire 
starters in a plastic bag with the wood,” Martin said. “You’ll 
be fine.” 


“Yeah, sure,” Chris said, not convinced one bit. 


“Tl call you in the morning,” Martin promised before 
he hung up. 

Chris set the phone next to his laptop and closed the 
lid to conserve the battery before going in search of the 
matches. He found them and the fire starters and wood 
where Martin said they would be. He pulled away the 
screen and set one of the fire starters and some smaller 
pieces of wood on the grate. He was about to light the 
match when the phone rang. 


“Don’t forget to open the flue or you'll get a room full 
of smoke,” Martin said as soon as Chris answered. 


“I’m not stupid,” Chris said, and Martin hung up. He 
fished in the fireplace and found a lever. After pulling it, he 
felt cold air come down the chimney and into the room. He 
lit the match and touched it to the fire starter; it flamed and 
began to burn. Chris waited, but it didn’t do much—the air 
from the chimney blew around the small flame. Chris found 
his computer bag, pulled out some old papers, and started 
feeding them to the flame. They burned and the flame grew, 
catching some of the small pieces of wood, which popped 


and crackled. He fed in more wood, and soon the flow of 
cold air stopped, and Chris began to feel warmth coming 
from the small fire. He put larger pieces of wood on the 
flames, and they caught. Eventually he set a larger log on 
the flame, and the little fire continued to grow. Chris placed 
the screen in front of the fireplace and looked around, 
wondering what he should do next. He had more wood in 
the box, so he hoped he wouldn’t have to go digging for 
more until he could see outside. 


He moved some of the furniture around, placing the 
sofa in front of the fireplace. Then he picked up the lantern, 
found some blankets, and grabbed a pillow off the bed. He 
spread everything on the sofa, burrowed down under the 
covers, and watched the flames. 


He only got out of his cocoon of warmth to add more 
wood to the fire, and eventually, after placing large logs on 
the fire, he finally fell asleep. 


When he woke later, Chris got out of his nest of 
warmth, shivering as he built up the fire again before 
climbing back under the covers. Thankfully, it hadn’t gone 
out, and the flames were soon blazing again. He closed his 
eyes, immediately falling to sleep. 


Chris woke again with a start, trying to figure out 
where that sound was coming from. He peered out the 
large windows to blowing snow and heard the wind 
whipping around the house. A banging made him jump, and 
Chris realized someone was at the door. He got up and 
wrapped the blankets around his shoulders before walking 
toward the front door and peering out, only to see an 
abominable snowman peering back at him. Chris jumped 
back, lost his balance, and went sprawling on the floor. 
Swearing, he got up and collected his wits before slowly 
opening the door. “Yes,” he said, the wind whipping the 
blankets, and he immediately began to shake. “Come in, 
quick,” he added, and the man stepped inside. Chris threw 


his weight against the door to get it closed against the 
wind. 


“I saw your car and the power’s out,” a low, rumbling 
voice said from deep inside a hood. Chris watched as the 
man pushed it back, and stared at blue eyes and a face with 
a red beard and a shock of bright red hair going 
everywhere. 


“Yes. I’ve been living in front of the fire,” Chris said, 
curling the blankets around himself. The floor was cold, and 
the chill seeped through his socks. “My friend Martin owns 
this place, and he was supposed to be here with me, but he 
had to go to a funeral,” Chris explained. He didn’t want the 
huge shithouse of a man to think he’d just wandered in 
here or something. The big man began shucking off his 
coat, revealing a plaid shirt stretched over his upper body. 
“He said the power shouldn’t be out for very long.” 


The other man shrugged. “In a blizzard, it could be 
days,” he said. 


“Days.” Chris stepped back and nearly fell flat on his 
butt once again. “I’ll freeze,” he said, pulling the blankets 
closer. “This can’t go on for days. They have to get the 
power back.” He knew even as he said it that it very well 
could snow for weeks if it wanted to and there was nothing 
he could do about it. 


“No one can get out in this storm,” the man said. 
“Then how did you get here?” Chris asked. 
“Snowmobile,” he answered. 


“I’m Chris Fellows,” he said, remembering his 
manners. He extended his hand, and the man took off his 
glove. His hand was warm in Chris’s, especially since 
nothing about him was warm right now. 


“Horace Anderson,” the big man answered. “I was 
stopping to make sure you were all right.” 


“I’m freezing to death, but other than that I’m fine.” 


Horace walked to the wood box and lifted the lid. “You 
will freeze if you don’t bring in more wood to warm.” 
Horace pulled back on his gloves and coat. “Do you know 
where the wood pile is?” 


“Martin said it was at the base of the deck steps,” 
Chris answered, pointing toward the deck door, and Horace 
strode over to it and pulled the door open. Chris stared for 
a few minutes and then peered into the wood box. There 
were only three or four pieces of wood left, and he lifted 
one out and put it on the fire. 


“Take the dry stuff out and set it to the side,” Horace 
instructed as he lumbered back inside, closing the door 
with his foot. Chris did as he was told, setting the logs 
beside the box, and Horace set the load of new wood in the 
box before heading back outside. He’d obviously done what 
he could to knock off the snow, but most of the logs had 
snow clinging to them that was already melting. Horace 
came back inside again and filled the box with a huge load 
of wood. He shut the lid on the box and looked around the 
place. 


“You need something to warm up,” Chris said, 
remembering his manners. He hurried to the kitchen and 
found a pan. He turned on the water and filled it, the water 
pressure waning toward the end. Then he set it on the gas 
stove. He had to light it with a match, but he at least was 
able to heat water. He began looking through the 
cupboards, where he found two mugs and some instant 
coffee. “I only have instant, but at least it will be hot.” Chris 
spooned some of the granules into each mug and poured in 
some water once it was heated. He found spoons and 
carried both mugs into the living room. 


Horace had taken off his boots and set them on the 
mat near the door along with the rest of his outdoor things, 


and Chris motioned him to the sofa. “It’s the only place 
here that’s warm,” Chris explained, and Horace nodded but 
didn’t say anything. Chris sat on the sofa and waited for 
Horace to join him before handing him a mug. “Thank you 
for your help with the wood.” Chris sipped. The stuff tasted 
vile, but at least it was hot, and that was all he could really 
expect. Maybe if he looked, he could find one of those old- 
timey percolator pots for the stove. He’d have to check. 


“You’re welcome. As I said, I saw your car, or at least 
the part that wasn’t covered by snow, and didn’t recognize 
it, so I thought I’d make sure everything was okay,” Horace 
said. “I take it you aren’t from this part of the country.” 


Chris shook his head. “Phoenix born and raised. I went 
to school with Martin, and it was his brilliant idea for me to 
visit him for Christmas because I’d never been in snow 
before. Neither of us has much family, and we were going 
to be alone for the holidays, so he invited me.” Chris sipped 
from his mug, and Horace did the same. When Horace 
turned to look at him, Chris saw the same loneliness he’d 
often seen in the mirror. “Have you lived here long?” 


“All my life,” Horace answered. “Grew up in the house 
I live in now.” Horace sipped from his mug once again, and 
Chris sort of hoped he’d say more. 


“You live alone?” Chris asked, and Horace nodded. 
“Me too.” As far as family went, Chris seemed to have the 
worst luck. Both of his parents had died young, while Chris 
was in college, and his other relatives were scattered all 
over. And the ones he’d been closest to were gone as well. 
Martin had been in the same boat, so they’d become 
friends, and before Martin had moved to the middle of 
nowhere, they’d been company for each other. “What do 
you do?” 

“T build stuff,” Horace answered, and Chris nodded. 


“I do web work. Design sites and build applications 
and databases. Stuff like that,” Chris offered. Horace 
nodded but didn’t say anything more, and their 
conversation began to lag a bit. “What kind of stuff do you 
build?” 

“This and that. Whatever anyone needs,” Horace said, 
his attention returning to the fire. 


“Does it snow like this a lot?” Chris asked. Martin had 
been trying to get him to move up here with him. Chris was 
independent, and he could work from anywhere as long as 
he had Internet access, but the thought of being 
snowbound like this was getting to him. Besides, there was 
the cold, and he really wasn’t sure he could take much of it. 


“Sometimes. Most every winter we get one or two 
storms like this that really knock us for a loop. Otherwise, 
we just get some snow. It’s no big deal. I have a 
snowmobile, and for other times a four-wheel-drive truck, 
like most people, so there isn’t much that keeps us down 
for very long. Once the snow and wind stop, they’ll get the 
power fixed, and everything will be back to normal,” 
Horace explained, and the wind took that opportunity to 
rattle the windows and howl around the house. “I should 
probably get back home. If it keeps up, be sure to get more 
wood, and don’t wait too long.” 


“Oh, okay,” Chris said, setting his mug on one of the 
tables before walking Horace to the door. He waited while 
Horace dressed for outside and then pulled open the door. 
Horace almost disappeared into the blowing snow, and 
Chris closed the door again, shivering, before returning to 
the fire. He’d leaned over to throw on another log for good 
measure when pounding sounded on the door. It opened 
and Horace came back inside. 


“Is something wrong?” Chris asked. 


“The snowmobile won’t start,” Horace said. “It cranks, 
but doesn’t catch.” 


“Okay,” Chris said, not knowing a thing about engines 
except that you put gas in them and turned the key and 
they were supposed to start. “Well, I guess you’re stuck 
here for a while. I’ve got plenty of food, and there’s wine 
for later.” He wasn’t sure what else he was supposed to do. 
He certainly wouldn’t expect Horace to walk home in this. 
He’d probably get lost and freeze to death. Chris could 
barely see anything except snow outside the windows. “The 
stove works, so I can make something to eat,” Chris 
offered. 


“Okay,” Horace agreed as he once again began 
removing his outdoor gear. Chris went into Martin’s 
bedroom and hunted up a sweatshirt that was too big but 
helped him keep warm, and then made his way into the 
kitchen. He found eggs and bread as well as juice. He got 
everything out and closed the refrigerator door quickly 
before mixing up some breakfast. At least they’d have full 
stomachs before they froze to death. Chris cooked 
scrambled eggs and toast and carried the plates in front of 
the fire, handing one to Horace along with a glass of juice. 


“Eat up,” Chris said with a smile, and Horace 
proceeded to do just that. 


“It’s good,” Horace said between bites, and Chris 
smiled as he too dug in. Trying to stay warm seemed to 
work up an appetite. They ate without talking much, and 
Chris began to wonder what he was doing. He really didn’t 
know anything about Horace, and he’d let him stay with 
him in Martin’s house. Granted, he seemed nice enough, 
and he’d brought in the wood for him. He finished up his 
food and yawned, trying to cover it up before taking the 
dishes to the kitchen. When he returned, Horace had 
finished, and Chris took his dishes as well. Then he curled 


back up on the sofa and stared at the fire, yawning every 
few minutes. 


“Sorry. I didn’t sleep much,” Chris said. “I didn’t want 
the fire to go out.” He yawned yet again and closed his eyes 
for what he told himself would be just a few minutes. 


He didn’t know how long he’d slept, but when he 
stirred, he was warm and comfortable. Slowly he opened 
his eyes to find he was leaning against Horace, using his 
chest as a sort of pillow. “I’m sorry,” Chris said, moving 
away, “I didn’t mean to....” 


“It’s okay,” Horace said. “I sort of liked it,” he added in 
a whisper. 


Chris settled back against Horace. It had been quite a 
while since he’d been held for no particular reason. He’d 
had plenty of first and second dates that usually ended up 
in one bed or another, but that tended to be it. The guys he 
dated didn’t tend to be interested once they found out 
Chris didn’t drive a fancy car or have bucket loads of 
money, and they moved on. “I liked it too,” Chris said 
carefully, looking up at Horace’s expression, and he saw 
him smile. Chris angled his face upward and held it there, 
waiting to see what Horace would do. Chris closed his eyes 
and felt Horace shift, and then he was being kissed, gently 
and softly. 


He’d sort of expected Horace, as big as he was, to be 
harder, more forceful, and Chris figured he could be, but 
this kiss was nice, and warmth that wasn’t coming from the 
fireplace spread through Chris. The kiss ended and Chris 
cracked his eyes open. He wound his arms around Horace’s 
neck and pulled him closer for another kiss. This one Chris 
took control of, deepening it pretty quickly. As Chris 
suspected, Horace held a lot of power and strength, which 
Chris loved, and soon he was pressed back against the sofa 
with Horace taking possession of his mouth, kissing hard 


and deep, but without demanding anything Chris wasn’t 
willing to give. 

“Is this okay?” Horace asked when they paused, and 
Chris hummed his answer before Horace kissed him again, 
and Chris held on for dear, sweet life. 


Horace kissed like a dream, his strength banked but 
still very much there. Chris moaned softly as Horace 
shifted on the sofa, pressing him into the cushions. Some 
part of Chris’s brain questioned if this was a good idea. 
After all, Horace could have been a serial killer or 
something, but that notion was dismissed the second 
Horace slid his big, calloused, warm hand under Chris’s 
shirt and up over his belly. Chris shivered, but not from the 
cold as Horace lifted his shirts up to his neck. Horace broke 
their kiss, and Chris whimpered at the loss, wondering if 
Horace was leaving, especially when his weight shifted on 
the sofa again. 


Chris opened his eyes and saw Horace staring back at 
him. For a few seconds, he felt very exposed and reached 
up to pull his shirts down again, but Horace stopped him 
with a gentle touch. He moved slowly, burying his face 
against Chris’s skin. Kisses, long licks of Horace’s tongue, 
and deep breaths followed, as Horace seemed to try to pull 
him in. Horace didn’t say a word, but he told Chris plenty 
as he took Chris’s hands and tugged them up to the arm of 
the sofa. Chris wasn’t sure he felt comfortable like this, laid 
out and exposed, but then Horace latched onto a nipple, 
sucking and licking. Chris gasped and forgot about 
everything except Horace’s hot swirling tongue and searing 
lips on his skin. Chris stretched to give Horace access to 
more, and he heard a soft chuckle as Horace lightly petted 
down his side. 

He’d never thought of himself as a hedonist. Sex had 
been something he enjoyed, but he’d never felt heat like 
this, and his skin had never tingled the way it did when 


Horace touched him. Maybe it was the cold or the fear of 
being left alone out here, but everything seemed 
heightened, and for now Chris wanted it to be because of 
Horace. 


Horace stopped and Chris waited. The larger man 
tugged off Chris’s shirts before he sat up, straddled Chris’s 
legs, and started opening the buttons on his shirt. A huge 
chest covered with thick red hair appeared as Chris stared, 
open-mouthed, sliding his tongue along his lips. Once 
Horace dropped his shirt to the floor, Chris sat up, 
wrapping his arms around Horace’s waist, and licked his 
skin. Horace tasted clean and crisp like the air outside had 
felt before the wind had come up. There was even a hint of 
what Chris guessed was the forest, and he wondered if 
Horace hung his clothes outside to dry all year long. 


“You taste good,” Chris mumbled before sucking 
lightly on a pink nipple, feeling it harden under his 
attention. Horace didn’t say anything, but Chris heard a 
deep rumble emanate from Horace’s chest just before 
Horace held him close to his body. Chris rested his cheek 
against Horace’s skin, breathing deeply to take in his scent. 


Horace rocked slightly, and Chris closed his eyes, 
feeling safe and secure for the first time since he’d landed 
in this land of snow and ice. Chris felt Horace put two 
fingers under his chin and lifted his gaze to Horace’s. They 
stared without moving for a while before Horace leaned 
closer. Horace covered Chris’s mouth with his own, 
throwing so much into the kiss that Chris nearly backed 
away from the sheer power behind it. He could feel 
Horace’s loneliness and maybe even confusion mixed with 
something Chris couldn’t place, but he longed to be able to 
figure it out. Horace leaned forward, slowly propelling 
Chris back onto the sofa. Chris held on and met Horace kiss 
for kiss. 


Chris shivered, this time from cold, and Horace felt it. 
Turning his head, Chris saw that the fire had died down, 
the warmth quickly seeping from the room. Horace stood 
up and opened the fire screen, then placed two of the dry 
logs on the reduced flames. He also checked the wood box 
and lifted a few of the fresh logs out, placing them near the 
fireplace. When Horace turned around, Chris nearly gasped 
at the intensity of the other man’s gaze. No one had ever 
looked at him like that before, and Chris blinked, trying to 
make sure he wasn’t hallucinating. He knew many people 
went through their entire lives without being looked at the 
way Horace was gazing at him now, but Chris had no idea 
what it meant or where Horace’s intensity of feeling sprang 
from. 


Slowly Horace moved back toward the sofa, and Chris 
felt the heat between them rise. He didn’t dare blink, and 
his throat went dry as Horace opened his belt and his pants 
before letting them fall to the floor. Horace’s heavy cock 
bobbed slightly from side to side as he moved, and Chris 
quickly shucked the rest of his own clothes, dropping them 
on the floor just before Horace covered Chris’s body. 


Chris was surrounded by heat, and he reveled in it. He 
wrapped his legs around Horace’s waist, thrusting his hips 
lightly, sliding his cock along Horace’s hip with an almost 
perfect amount of friction. Horace worked his hands 
beneath Chris’s body, cupping his butt and adding pressure 
to the delightful friction. “Horace,” Chris mumbled softly, 
feeling surrounded in the best way possible by the other 
man. 


Horace ground against him with near abandon, and 
Chris let himself be swept up in Horace’s intensity and 
energy. The fire crackled behind them, and the wind 
howled around the house, but those sounds drifted to the 
background in comparison to the moans and whimpers 
from both of them that soon filled the interior space and 


threatened to burst outside to give the very wind a run for 
its howling money. 


“Horace, yes,” Chris cried when Horace held him even 
closer. The sofa skittered slightly on the wooden floor from 
the intensity of their movements. “You feel so good,” Chris 
said, and Horace buried his face against Chris’s shoulder. 
Chris held Horace tight, reveling in the slight scratchiness 
of Horace’s chest hair on his skin. Chris’s cock throbbed 
and he closed his eyes, his body already tingling as his 
release built. He couldn’t move as freely as if he were on 
top, but Horace’s control of their movements only seemed 
to heighten the intensity, as well as keep everything he 
needed somehow just out of reach. Slowly the desire built, 
his brain focusing on only one thing as each movement 
Horace made along his cock pushed him just a little higher. 
“Horace, can’t last,” Chris whispered, and Horace lifted his 
entire upper body, arching his back, and Chris felt wet heat 
spread between them. His own release barreled into him, 
and Chris flew, coming hard as he added his own heat to 
Horace’s. 


Horace lowered himself onto Chris, and they held each 
other tight. The wind howled outside, but Chris felt warm 
and safe in Horace’s arms. He closed his eyes and relaxed, 
letting his worries about the weather and being alone slip 
away. He felt safe with Horace even with knowing him but a 
scant few hours. Eventually Horace shifted on the sofa, and 
Chris caught his gaze. 


He expected a smile and maybe some soft words, but 
instead Chris heard Horace gasp and then climb off the 
sofa. 

“I better go,” Horace said quickly. 

“What? Why?” Chris sputtered. 

“It’s not your fault, it’s... I...,” Horace stammered. “I 
need to get back home. I’m sorry.” 


Chris sat up and used his shirt to wipe the evidence of 
their time together from his skin. What had felt sexy before 
now made him feel dirty, and Chris felt the need to remove 
the evidence as fast as he could. “You’re going to walk?” 
Jesus, why was it that guys couldn’t get away from him fast 
enough after they came? “In this weather. That says a lot 
about me, doesn’t it?” Chris added softly. 


“I’m sorry, and it’s not your fault, but I have to go,” 
Horace said as he pulled on his pants and then shrugged on 
his shirt, fastening everything up before rushing to the 
front door. Chris watched as Horace put on his coat and 
stepped into his boots. He pulled on the rest of his outdoor 
gear before reaching for the doorknob. “It really isn’t your 
fault.” Horace pulled open the door and closed it with a 
thud that shook the house. 


Chris got up off the sofa, walked to the door, and 
peered out into the storm. He saw Horace bent over the 
dark snowmobile, the front of it tipped forward. Chris 
didn’t know what Horace was doing, but he continued 
messing around with the contraption until Chris heard the 
engine start. Chris watched as Horace climbed on the 
snowmobile and sped off into the storm. 

Chris turned away from the window and walked back 
to the warmth of the sofa in front of the fire. Some 
Christmas trip this was turning out to be. 


Chapter 2 


CHRIS spent the rest of the morning alone, staring out the 
window and watching the snow blow around. A few times, 
he thought the wind might be dying down, but it was only 
teasing him and would return to full force within a few 
minutes. There was nothing to do, and eventually, to give 
himself something to do, he bundled up in as many clothes 
as he could fit and went outside to bring in more firewood 
to warm up and dry off. He’d just finished and had sat down 
at one of the kitchen chairs to pull off all the extra clothes 
when he heard his phone ring. Chris snatched it from the 
counter. 


“How are things?” Martin asked. 
“How the fuck do you think they are?” Chris bellowed. 


“Who pissed in your Cheerios?” Martin asked with his 
characteristic humor. “I take it the power is still out.” 


“You take it right. The power is out. I hauled in 
firewood to keep from freezing. There’s nothing to do, I’m 
all alone, and your friend from up the way is a real piece of 
work.” Chris waited for Martin to respond, but he stayed 
quiet, which pissed Chris off because he was just getting 
started. 


“What friend from up the way?” Martin asked. 


“Your neighbor. Horace,” Chris answered. “He stopped 
by to make sure everything was okay and....” 

“My neighbor? Wait a minute. You’re telling me that 
Horace stopped by in the middle of a storm to make sure 
everything was okay? I’ve met Horace once in two years, 


and he said exactly three words to me, and two of them 
may have been more grunts than actual words,” Martin 
said. “Did he want anything?” 


“You mean other than me? I guess not,” Chris said 
bitterly, and then he realized what he’d just told Martin and 
wished he’d kept his mouth shut. 


“You little slut,” Martin teased. 


“Tt’s not funny. I liked him. He was helpful and kind of 
sweet.” Chris felt warmer just thinking about him. “But 
afterwards, he kept saying it wasn’t me and couldn’t get 
out of here fast enough, blizzard or not.” That had done 
great things for his ego. Chris left that part out. 


“He did a shoot and scoot, huh?” Martin said 
mirthfully, and Chris groaned. “Horace is a bit of a hermit. 
He keeps to himself most of the time, and he’s never 
stopped by my place before, storm or not.” 


“I guess it doesn’t matter. He’s gone,” Chris said. “It’s 
still snowing and blowing here.” 


“I know, I’ve been watching the weather. They’ve 
already cancelled my flight for tomorrow, and I’m hoping 
I’ll be able to get on one the day after. I’ll call you as soon 
as I know anything.” 


“Okay,” Chris said through a sigh. There was nothing 
he could do about it, and this wasn’t Martin’s fault. It was 
just turning out to be one shitty Christmas. 


“And if any more strangers come knocking on the door, 
be sure to let them in for a romp in front of the fire.” 
Martin laughed and Chris hung up on him, placing his 
phone back on the counter. He hoped the battery lasted 
until the power came back on. Chris made himself 
something to eat, thanking the gods that the gas was still 
on. He pulled everything he needed out of the refrigerator 
as quickly as he could to preserve the cold and began to 
cook. He looked all around the kitchen and found some 


bottled water in the pantry, along with a lot of dry 
ingredients, so Chris made himself some pasta with sauce 
and tried to make the best of the situation he found himself 
in. 


Once he’d made his lunch, Chris opened another bottle 
of wine and carried everything to in front of the fire. He ate 
and watched the flames, wishing for the millionth time that 
the lights would come back on. He actually looked around 
to check on his wish before returning to his lunch. And 
outside, the wind howled on. 


After he finished eating, Chris put everything in the 
sink and quickly realized he needed to wash dishes. 
Braving the outside, he filled pans with snow and set the 
water to heat. Yes, he knew it was tedious, but it gave him 
something to do to relieve the boredom. It took him a while 
to heat the water and to wash and dry the dishes, but he 
got the chore done and once again settled in front of the 
fire. With nothing to do, and the fact that he hadn’t slept 
much the night before, Chris curled up on the sofa and 
quickly fell into a nap. 


He woke to a sharp banging on the door. This time he 
wasn’t surprised to see Horace’s face peering in the 
window. Chris considered leaving him out there to freeze, 
but his compassion got the better of him, and he walked 
over to the door and opened it. “You better have a damn 
good explanation,” Chris said as soon as he closed the door. 
“We do—” He swallowed. “—what we did earlier, and then 
you can’t leave fast enough. That’s really lame and mean.” 


“I know,” Horace said. “I’m sorry.” The huge man stood 
on the rug, melting snow dripping off his clothes. 


“Get that stuff off and come inside,” Chris said with a 
roll of his eyes. “But don’t think I’m letting you off the hook 
that easily. I think I deserve an explanation for why you 
couldn’t get out of here fast enough after we’d been 


together.” Chris walked back to the sofa and sank onto it. 
“I’m not some kind of slut, even if I might have acted a bit 
like it earlier.” God, he couldn’t believe he’d actually had 
sex, well, sort of sex, with a guy he’d known for less than a 
total of two hours, and he could hardly believe he’d let him 
back in the house again. Horace took off his boots and coat 
before he slowly walked to where Chris was waiting, almost 
like he expected Chris to lash out at him. 


“T’m sorry,” Horace said softly, and he sat down next to 
Chris. “I told you it wasn’t you, and it wasn’t.” 


“Then why did you leave in such a hurry?” Chris asked, 
staying on the far side of the sofa. 


“I got scared, I guess,” Horace said, staring first at the 
fire and then down at his shoes. “I don’t get out with people 
much, and you were so cute, and we started....” Horace 
paused, and then said, “... you know, and I liked it.” Horace 
smiled a bit like a small child, and Chris began to wonder 
just how long Horace had been out here on his own. 


“There’s nothing wrong with that,” Chris said gently. 


“Maybe not, but I wasn’t sure if....” Horace paused 
again. “Look, I’m not smart, I know that, and I wasn’t sure 
if what I’d done was right, and I got scared.” Horace 
continued looking down at his shoes. “I haven’t spent a lot 
of time around other people, not since Papa died, anyway.” 


“You must meet people if you work for them,” Chris 
said, and Horace nodded. Chris was starting to get 
confused and wondered what kind of situation had left 
Horace out here all alone. Chris took a deep breath and 
settled on the sofa. “Why don’t you tell me things from the 
beginning? Who said you weren’t smart?” 


“Tm just not,” Horace answered. “I never understood 
new things the way the other kids did. I’m good at building 
things, though, and I can fix almost anything.” Horace 
smiled. “I got the snowmobile started.” 


“You did,” Chris said, “but I still don’t know why you 
really left.” 


Horace returned his gaze to the fire. “Papa used to get 
really angry with me whenever I’d....” Horace swallowed 
hard. “You know... use my hand.” 


Chris got a bad feeling. “How old are you, Horace?” 


“Twenty-one,” Horace answered, and all Chris could 
think was that at least he hadn’t corrupted a minor. He’d 
thought Horace was older, with his beard and huge body. 


“Have you been with anyone else before?” Chris asked, 
and Horace shook his head. “Then how did you know all the 
right things to do?” Some of it came naturally, but Horace 
seemed to know a lot more than some kid who’d never seen 
another guy naked before should. 


Horace’s cheeks turned as red as his hair. “I found 
these movies, and I sort of did what they did.” 


Chris chuckled. “There’s nothing to be ashamed of. You 
were, well, you were wonderful.” Chris nodded to 
emphasize his point when Horace looked at him like he 
didn’t believe him. “So you left because you thought what 
you’d done might have been wrong?” Horace nodded again. 
“But do you really think it was wrong?” 


Horace thought for a few seconds and shook his head 
again. “It was nice. Really nice.” Horace grinned, and Chris 
found himself smiling back. It had been really nice, but 
Chris wondered just what he was getting himself in for, and 
if maybe what had happened between him and Horace 
should just be a one-time thing. A mistake—granted, an 
excitingly wonderful mistake—that shouldn’t be repeated. 

“How long ago did your father die?” Chris asked. 

“When I was eighteen. He saw me graduate from high 
school and didn’t last much longer,” Horace explained 
without much emotion. “He had cancer, and I knew he 
wasn’t going to last very long. He was the one that taught 


me how to build stuff. He could do just about anything. He 
built my house and a lot of the other ones in the area. Now 
I build cabins and houses the way he used to,” Horace said 
proudly. “But when I’m not working, I stay by myself.” 

“Why?” 

Horace’s smile faded, and the glimmer of pride and 
happiness that had shone in his eyes drifted away. Chris 
wanted somehow to put that look back onto Horace’s face 
and wished he hadn’t pursued the topic. 


“Papa was very strict. I needed it, but he had ideas 
about how a man should act, and once he caught me with 
another boy.” Horace shifted his gaze to the fire the way 
Chris had noticed he did whenever he was talking about 
something difficult. “We weren’t doing anything, not really, 
but he beat me with the belt and said I was to never do 
anything like that again, ever.” 


Chris leaned closer to Horace and lightly touched his 
leg. “And you didn’t... until this morning,” Chris offered, 
and Horace nodded. “That’s why you left? All the stuff your 
father told you sort of caught up to you once you realized 
what had happened?” 


“Yeah,” Horace said, nodding. 


“Well, I have to tell you, your father was wrong. What 
happened between us may have been a little quick, but it 
wasn’t wrong. We didn’t hurt each other, and what you feel 
for other men is natural, it’s how we’re born. Some people 
may not understand that, but that makes them ignorant.” 


“So it’s okay if I like you?” Horace asked as hope 
glinted in his eyes. 


“Yes. It’s okay if you like me,” Chris said, and Horace 
smiled and then pounced. Chris wasn’t expecting Horace’s 
exuberant reaction, but he recovered just in time for 
Horace to kiss him. Chris wasn’t so sure this was the best 
idea. Horace had led a very sheltered life, and Chris wasn’t 


sure what Horace’s intentions were. He could see them 
having a good time, but he could also see Horace getting 
emotionally attached to him simply because he was, 
apparently, the first person Horace had had sex with. He 
didn’t want to lead the other man on, but by the time Chris 
had made his decision, Horace was already licking and 
sucking at the base of his neck and had slid a hand under 
his shirt, and Chris forgot his good intentions. He’d have to 
talk with Horace later. 


To say Horace was enthusiastic would be an 
understatement. He had Chris’s shirt off within seconds, 
and his pants followed quickly after. Horace’s clothes 
joined Chris’s on the pile on the floor. Then he paused, like 
he wasn’t sure what to do. 


“Lie down,” Chris said gently, and Horace spread out 
on the sofa, nearly filling the entire couch. One thing Chris 
could say for the younger man, he was big, and everything 
was in perfect proportion. Chris smiled and slowly climbed 
on top of Horace’s body. They kissed for a while, and 
Horace held him tight, like he was afraid Chris might try to 
get away. 


Chris chuckled at that notion and slithered downward, 
kissing and licking Horace’s skin before settling between 
his thick legs. Horace’s cock reached almost to his belly 
button, and Chris took the thick length in his hand. He felt 
a small shiver of what he hoped was excitement and heard 
Horace’s soft hiss. Chris stroked him slowly, wanting the 
pleasure to build, before slowly taking Horace into his 
mouth. He was big and thick, but Chris was no novice, and 
he relaxed his throat, taking Horace deep. 

“Chris!” Horace cried. Chris stilled, then bobbed his 
head, sucking hard. Horace thrust his hips, and Chris 
sucked harder. 


Horace made the most incredible sounds, and with 
each one, Chris increased the speed and pressure on 
Horace’s cock. Chris bobbed his head, loving the way 
Horace felt on his tongue and the scent of the outdoors that 
filled his nose. 


Chris paused and let Horace slip from his lips. They 
kissed, Horace holding him tight, his big hands on Chris’s 
butt as Horace bucked beneath him. “Take your time,” 
Chris whispered into Horace’s ear, and the thrusting 
tapered to a slow stop. “This is part of the fun, letting it 
build,” Chris explained as he caressed Horace’s hairy skin. 
The slight roughness on his hand was nice, but on his 
chest, it was magnificent. 


“Will you... use your mouth again?” Horace asked slyly, 
and Chris chuckled gently before sliding down Horace’s 
body. He stopped to lick and suck each of his nipples, then 
swirled his tongue in MHorace’s belly button before 
surrounding the head of Horace’s cock with his lips and 
slowly sucking him in. Horace made small sounds of 
happiness the entire time, sounds that shifted to a gasp and 
morphed to a moan when Chris took him deep once again. 
Horace vibrated with excitement, which was contagious 
and quickly drove Chris’s own passion to new heights. He 
could tell Horace was getting close—his cock jumped and 
throbbed in Chris’s mouth. At first, he hesitated, wondering 
if he could prolong Horace’s release further, but his own 
body was driving him forward, and Chris shifted, stroking 
his own cock as he sucked Horace with everything he had. 


Horace tensed and Chris knew he was right on the 
edge. He heard a gasp and paused, letting Horace balance 
on the edge of the knife before sucking hard, allowing them 
both to plunge over the edge and into release. Chris 
swallowed everything Horace had to give, salty sweetness 
filling his mouth and senses. Chris let Horace slip from his 
lips and grinned happily up at a very satisfied lover. 


Chris shifted and Horace pulled him close, holding him 
to his chest, and Chris closed his eyes. After a few minutes, 
Chris felt a chill on his bare skin. He got up and placed 
another couple logs on the fire and then rejoined Horace on 
the sofa. This time there was no rush to leave. They curled 
together, Chris practically resting on top of Horace, who 
retrieved one of the rumpled blankets from under both of 
them and spread it over them. Chris hummed his approval, 
his eyes already closing. 


There wasn’t much to do except sleep, eat, tend the 
fire, and listen to the howl of the wind, so that was what 
they did. At some point during the night, the wind died 
down, and the house became quiet except for the crackle of 
the wood and Horace’s soft snuffling. Chris built up the fire 
a few times during the night and eventually fell into a deep 
sleep that ended when Horace got up and left the room, 
probably to use the facilities. Chris shivered, and when 
Horace returned, he built up the fire again before he joined 
Chris on the sofa. 


Their stomachs eventually drove them out from under 
the covers. Chris dressed in warm clothes and made a big 
breakfast. The food in the refrigerator needed to be used 
because it wasn’t going to last forever, even if it was still 
pretty cold. They ate in front of the fire, and then Chris 
cleaned up. “We should go outside,” Horace pronounced 
once Chris had finished up. 

Chris shivered and looked out the windows at the sea 
of ice and snow. The thought of stepping out into that made 
him cold. “Are you crazy?” 

“It’s beautiful,” Horace countered, already getting his 
coat and hat. “Don’t you have stuff to wear?” 

Chris nodded and reluctantly walked down the hall, the 
temperature dropping with each step, and into the 
bedroom he was supposed to be using. He found the cold- 


weather gear Martin had set out for him. He even found 
what he thought were snow pants. Grabbing everything, he 
hurried back to the warm portion of the house, shutting the 
doors behind him. In the living room, he pulled on the snow 
pants and then the coat, boots, hat, gloves, and scarf. “Are 
you ready?” Horace asked, and Chris followed him out the 
patio door. As soon as it closed, Chris was startled at the 
near-total silence. No people but them and only the 
occasional sound of snow falling off the roof or from the 
branches of the trees. 


“Martin said that he marked a tree he said could be cut 
for a Christmas tree,” Chris explained and looked around. 


“Is that it?” Horace asked, already bounding down the 
steps and out into snow that came above his knees. He 
trudged through the white powder and stopped, looking 
back at Chris like he was wondering why he wasn’t 
following. 


“You have to be kidding. I’m outside, but I’m not 
getting out in all that,” Chris said, and Horace laughed and 
bent over. Soon a snowball lobbed his way, followed by 
another and another. They broke apart on their way and 
showered Chris with snow. 


“Don’t be a baby. It’s fun. Do you know where the saw 
might be? We can cut the tree.” Horace pointed to a small 
tree with a thick orange ribbon tied to one of the branches. 


“I suppose it’s in the garage around the front of the 
house,” Chris said, dreading the thought of trudging 
around to get it, but Horace was already on the way, 
blazing a trail around the house. Chris leaned on the deck 
rail and simply watched the scenery. Damn, it might be 
cold, but Martin was right, there were few things more 
beautiful than a pristine layer of snow broken by pine trees, 
the water, and not much else. 


“I found it,” Horace called as he returned along the 
trail he’d made, with a saw in one hand and a shovel in the 
other. Chris sighed and slowly descended the steps, until he 
was almost up to his waist. He followed the path Horace 
had created and made his way to the tree. Horace circled 
the tree and peered inside before looking around. He then 
made his way to another tree a short distance away. 
“Martin marked this one,” Chris said. 


Horace stopped and turned. “There’s a bird’s nest in 
that one. If we cut it down, they won’t have a home.” The 
concern in his voice made Chris pause. “This one is okay,” 
Horace said, after peering between the branches. 


“Seems a little small,” Chris observed after making his 
way over, and Horace laughed, handed him the saw, and 
began to dig. The tree got larger, much larger, and Chris 
realized the bottom three feet had been buried in the snow. 
Once he had the snow away from it, Horace bent down to 
the base of the trunk. 


“Hold the tree while I cut it,” Horace told him. Chris 
maneuvered as close as he could, grabbed the trunk, and 
waited. Soon the rhythmic sound of the saw biting through 
wood reached his ears, and it wasn’t long before the tree 
began to move. “Push it slightly away from you,” Horace 
instructed, and Chris complied. The sawing continued as 
the tree began to move. “There, let go and step back,” 
Horace said, and the tree fell on top of the snow. 


Chris took the saw and picked up the shovel from the 
snow while Horace lifted the tree by one of its main 
branches and began dragging it back toward the house. 
“Did you cut a tree with your dad?” Chris asked. 


“Every year,” Horace said. “You?” 


“This is the first time I’ve ever cut my own Christmas 
tree. You know, this may be the first time I’ve ever actually 
had a real Christmas tree. My folks always had fake ones 


because Mom was allergic to so many things.” Chris 
couldn’t help smiling and ignored the bits of snow that 
seemed to be working their way into his boots. 


They made their way back through the snow, Horace 
dragging the tree and Chris following in the wake. Horace 
dragged the tree up to the deck and then took the shovel 
and saw, retracing his steps around the house toward the 
garage. Chris waited, feeling a bit helpless as the cold 
began to seep under his clothes. He wasn’t sure what he 
should do and began to fuss with the tree branches. Horace 
returned in a rush. 


“We need to knock the snow off before we bring it 
inside,” Horace explained before standing the tree upright 
and giving it a good shake. Chris jumped back to get out of 
the way and ended up falling on his butt in a huge puff of 
powdery snow that fell back around him. Horace chucked 
lightly as Chris got back to his feet. 


Once he got back up, Chris helped Horace carry the 
tree inside. Chris took off his boots and hurried to the 
bathroom, retrieving what looked like old towels to place 
on the floor. Then Horace laid the tree on its side. “Do you 
know where the stand is?” 

Chris shrugged. Martin had said, but he didn’t 
remember. His phone was lying on the counter, and he 
dialed Martin’s number. “Where did you put the Christmas 
tree stand?” 

“You cut the tree?” Martin asked skeptically. “And you 
didn’t cut yourself?” 

Chris sighed. “Horace cut the tree,” he admitted. “And 
we have it in the house, but he needs the tree stand.” 

“So the lover’s spat is over?” Martin teased. “Or are 
the two of you just getting busy? Slut boy.” Martin was 
clearly having fun with this. “The tree stand is in the 


basement, as are the decorations. Has the power come 
back on yet?” 


“No, but the wind and snow have stopped, so maybe if 
I’m lucky the power will come back on soon.” Chris tried to 
sound hopeful, but he’d looked out the front door earlier 
and seen the street, or more accurately, the lack of any 
indication of where it was. He could be hopeful, but 
realistically he didn’t see the power or anything remotely 
resembling civilization returning anytime soon. “I need to 
conserve battery power.” 


“I’m trying to get a flight, and I'll call when I know 
more,” Martin said and then ended the call. Chris set down 
the phone and noticed that there wasn’t much battery 
power left, so he turned off the phone and set it back on the 
counter. 


“Martin said the stand and decorations are in the 
basement. I have a lantern and a few flashlights, so we can 
probably go exploring to see if we can find them.” 


“T’ll go look. Why don’t you build up the fire again and 
get out of your wet clothes before you get even colder,” 
Horace said as he grabbed the lantern from the counter 
and pulled open what Chris assumed was the basement 
door. 


Chris walked over to the fireplace and built up the fire 
that they’d allowed to die down because they were going to 
be outside. Then, while he was still dressed, Chris brought 
in an armload of wood before taking off the winter gear and 
heading to the kitchen to make some hot chocolate. 


He found a mix in one of the cupboards and heated the 
last of the milk on the stove. As he was finishing up, 
Horace’s heavy footsteps sounded on the stairs, and he 
emerged from the door to the basement loaded down with 
huge boxes. “I found the stand and what looked like other 
tree-decorating stuff, so I brought it all up.” He set the 


boxes to one side of the room and proceeded to assemble 
the Christmas tree stand. He carried the metal-legged 
thing outside, and Chris continued stirring the milk. 
Through the closed door, he heard swearing a few times 
before the door opened again, and Horace muscled the tree 
into the room, stood it up in front of the windows, and 
adjusted it in the stand. It looked magnificent and so much 
bigger inside than it looked outside. The top nearly touched 
the ceiling and the base took up a lot of what had been 
empty space. 

“Have some hot chocolate to warm up, and we can 
think about decorating that thing,” Chris said, and Horace 
got out of his outdoor gear, setting the snowy stuff on the 
rug near the door to dry. Chris poured two mugs of hot 
chocolate and carried them to the sofa. Horace joined him 
in front of the fire. He sat quietly, sipping from his mug. 
After a few minutes, Horace moved closer, until he was 
sitting right next to him, grinning widely at Chris, one leg 
bouncing with excitement. Chris could almost feel the 
energy rolling off Horace, and he knew that his companion 
was thinking how long he needed to wait before pouncing. 


“What is it you want, Horace?” As soon as he asked the 
question, he was afraid of what the answer might be. 


Horace’s mug stilled halfway to his mouth; then he 
lowered it, holding it for warmth, Chris assumed. “I don’t 
know what you mean,” Horace said, but Chris could hear 
the touch of heartbreak in Horace’s voice. 


“I... Being....” Chris wasn’t sure how to begin. 
“Horace, I live in Phoenix, and I came to visit my friend 
Martin for the holidays.” God, he hoped Horace 
understood. 

“So everything we did together was just....” Horace 
shifted away, and Chris could feel tension building in 
Horace’s body. 


“No, it wasn’t,” Chris said. “I like you, Horace. You’re a 
wonderful man.” He meant that and felt it in his heart. 
They hadn’t known each other very long, but his heart told 
him in loud shouts that it was true. “But I came to visit 
Martin for Christmas.” Chris couldn’t take Horace’s 
dejection and turned away, looking at the tree and then the 
snow outside the windows. “Where I live, we don’t get 
snow and it’s warm all year long.” He had to explain what 
he meant somehow, even if it wasn’t the whole truth. Chris 
turned back to Horace, whose expression had darkened 
even further. 


“I thought you would stay,” Horace said softly. “I know 
it was wrong of me to leave you like I did, but I thought 
after I said I was sorry and after what we did, that you....” 
Horace stood up and paced the room. “I know I’m not that 
smart, but....” 


“Hey,” Chris said softly. “You’re plenty smart.” God, he 
felt awful. He’d been afraid of this when he let Horace 
return. He should have accepted his apology, and put a stop 
to things before they’d begun, but he hadn’t, and now he 
was breaking Horace’s heart. He could see it on his 
bearded face and in the tears in Horace’s blue eyes. 
“Horace, I’m not leaving until after Christmas.” 


“I know.” Horace used both hands to lift his mug to his 
lips. “I know it was stupid of me to think you’d stay.” 


“It wasn’t stupid, not at all. You’re young, and I think 
you let the experience of something new mix with your 
feelings.” He should have known that this was going to 
happen, and now he had to figure out how he could possibly 
make Horace understand without hurting him, but it 
seemed impossible. 


“T know what I feel,” Horace said. 


“I’m not saying you don’t. I just want you to know 
everything and be able to make good decisions.” Chris 


reached for Horace’s hand. He wouldn’t have been 
surprised if he’d pulled away, but he didn’t. Chris didn’t 
want Horace to be hurt, but he didn’t know what to say, 
either. “I’ll understand if you don’t want to stay.” 


“You want me to leave?” Horace asked, and Chris 
shivered at the hurt in Horace’s voice. 


“No,” Chris said quickly, probably too quickly. He 
didn’t want Horace to leave, not one bit, but he didn’t want 
to lead him on, either. Sometimes doing the right thing 
sucked. “I don’t want you to leave.” 


“Is it because you don’t want to be alone here?” 
Horace asked. 


Chris knew he could have lied and said yes, but he 
couldn’t. “No, I want you to stay because I like you. I just 
don’t want you to be hurt when I have to go home.” 


Horace nodded slowly, like he was trying to process 
everything he was being told. 


“So I come back to my original question, what do you 
want?” Chris asked. 


Horace shrugged. “I want you to stay,” he said softly 
and then shifted on the sofa. Horace leaned forward and 
set his mug on the floor before curling up on the sofa and 
resting his head on Chris’s shoulder. “I want you to stay. 
You’re the first person I ever met who’s like me,” Horace 
said. “I saw the people in those movies, but that was just... 
you know....” He made a few gestures and mimicked the 
sounds from the movies, and Chris smiled, understanding 
what he meant. “But with you things seem like they’re 
more than... that.” Horace shifted slightly. “More like what 
Papa said things were like with him and Mama... special.” 


“It was special,” Chris said softly and gently cradled 
Horace’s head in his arms. “I don’t want you to think for a 
minute that it wasn’t special, because it was. You were 
more than just sex to me too.” Chris paused for a minute, 


pushing the memories of the last time he’d felt this way to 
the back of his mind. He thought he might have been 
telling Horace what he wanted to hear, but he wasn’t. He 
was telling Horace the truth. “It was....” Chris tried to put 
it into words but failed and let his thought trail off. 


“But you still won’t stay,” Horace said. Chris remained 
silent. His first instinct was to try to comfort Horace, but he 
was afraid any comfort would be taken the wrong way, so 
he remained silent. “I understand,” Horace said, but Chris 
figured he was just going along. Horace shifted until their 
gazes met. “You’ll be here for two more weeks?” 


“Yes,” Chris said, and Horace reached up to tug him 
down into a kiss. Chris knew this was a bad idea, probably 
a very bad idea, but he went with it. He seemed to be doing 
that a lot where Horace was concerned. The kiss deepened, 
and Chris knew Horace had made his choice. He wanted 
him. Even if only for two weeks, Horace wanted him. The 
thought raced through Chris, settling in his heart. 


Chris placed his mug on the floor, moving slightly, and 
Horace shifted along with him, their kiss continuing until 
Chris sat back up and Horace tugged him down onto the 
sofa. His body reacted to Horace in a cock-throbbing, 
pulse-racing, head-throbbing kind of way, and damn it, he 
knew he should stop, but he couldn’t bring himself to do it. 
Fuck, he was so very screwed, in so many ways. The 
thought of repeating what he’d gone through in college 
scared the hell out of him, and the only safe thing to do was 
to stick to the plan to go home. 


Chapter 3 


Curis woke up to a strange sound. Cracking his eyes open, 
he realized it was the sound of the furnace. Lights blazed in 
the kitchen and next to the sofa where he was curled up 
beside Horace. They’d spent another two days together 
without power, and Chris wondered how things would 
change. Slowly, Chris got off the sofa and turned off the 
lights. He wondered if he should wake Horace up and shift 
them to the bed, but he decided against it and climbed back 
under the blanket. Immediately, Horace entwined him in his 
arms, holding Chris close, and he knew he’d made the right 
decision. Days earlier, Chris had been the one trying to 
explain to Horace that he’d have to go home after the 
holiday, and Horace seemed to have accepted it. 


Now it was Chris who found he had the problem. As a 
kid, he’d always been anxious for Christmas to arrive. But 
now he found he was in no hurry for the holiday to come. 
Each minute he spent with Horace engaged his heart a 
little more, and he wondered just how he was going to be 
able to say good-bye. Chris closed his eyes as Horace 
shifted his hips, pressing to Chris’s butt, Horace’s cock 
fitting perfectly against Chris’s butt cheeks. Chris sighed 
and kept telling himself the same thing he’d told Horace, 
that they still had time. Christmas was still more than a 
week away, and he wasn’t leaving until after that anyway. 
But the problem was that no matter how many times he 
repeated the words in his mind, no matter how much he 
wanted to convince himself, his heart wasn’t listening, and 
it wasn’t going to listen. Horace snuffled from behind him, 


and Chris sighed and fell back to sleep as Horace’s warmth 
surrounded him. 


“The power came back on,” Horace observed softly, the 
words cutting through the sleepy haze in Chris’s brain. 


“Uh-huh,” Chris mumbled. “Sometime during the 
night.” 

“I should go check on things at home,” Horace said, 
and Chris nodded slightly. Horace had ridden his 
snowmobile home at least once a day just to check on 
things, and he’d always come back. Most of the time he’d 
brought back supplies and things with him. But mostly, the 
two of them had been holed up in the house, alone 
together, and Chris now knew that things were about to 
change. His phone had been out of battery for a couple of 
days, but now he could connect his computer to Martin’s 
wireless and connect with the world. He could begin to 
read the hundreds of e-mails that would be waiting for him. 
Chris had lamented the loss of power and connection when 
the power had first gone out, but now he was going to miss 
the quiet. 


“Okay,” Chris said. Horace kissed his cheek and 
climbed off the sofa. Chris pretended to be half asleep, but 
he watched Horace as he stepped away, his tight bubble 
butt bouncing slightly with each step. Once Horace was out 
of sight, he kept his eyes closed and listened to the slide of 
legs into denim, the soft hiss of a zipper, the clunk of boots, 
and the longer hiss of Horace’s coat zipper followed by 
heavy steps and the door opening and closing. In the 
stillness, Chris heard the whine of the engine as Horace 
started the snowmobile, and then it softened as Horace left. 
Chris knew he’d be back, and he moved further back on the 
sofa, resting his head where Horace’s had been, letting the 
other man’s scent and lingering warmth surround him. 


He must have dozed off. He woke as the front door 
quietly closed. Then he heard all the earlier sounds 
repeated, only in reverse. Horace pulled back the blanket, 
and Chris silently made room for him. They fell into the 
same position they’d been in before, only this time Horace 
was much more insistent, his cock hard as it pressed along 
Chris’s crack. Chris pressed backward, increasing the 
pressure. “Is that what you want?” Chris asked. Horace 
remained silent. “I know that’s what they did in your 
movies.” 


“Yes. Is it wrong?” Horace asked. 


“No, but I need to get some things,” Chris said and 
stood up. He hurried away to the bedroom he’d yet to sleep 
in, and returned with supplies. They were cold, to say the 
least, and Chris held the bottle of lube in his hand to warm 
before setting a condom on the floor and then getting back 
under the blanket. 


“What do I do?” Horace asked as Chris slipped a leg 
between Horace’s, pressing their chests close together. 

“TIl show you,” Chris said, popping open the lube and 
then carefully slicking his fingers before sliding one inside 
himself. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Getting ready,” Chris answered, closing his eyes as he 
stroked his own pleasure spot. 

“I wanna see,” Horace said, and he was already 
shifting, taking the blankets with him. Chris added a 
second finger, and he heard Horace hiss and hum softly. 
Chris withdrew his fingers and slicked some of Horace’s. 

“Go slow,” he said. 

“You want me to do that?” Horace said, and Chris 
rolled fully onto his stomach, his butt pointing slightly 
toward the ceiling. He felt Horace gently, cautiously touch 
his skin, then the end of a finger circling his opening. 


“As long as you go slow, it won’t hurt,” Chris 
encouraged, and one of Horace’s fingers entered his body. 
Chris hissed and Horace stopped. “It was good,” Chris 
clarified, and Horace pressed deeper. 


“You’re so hot inside,” Horace said, and Chris rolled 
his eyes as Horace stroked and rubbed inside him. 


“Imagine how I’m going to feel when it’s your cock 
instead of your fingers.” Chris moaned, and he felt Horace 
shake slightly. Reaching down to Horace’s leg, he felt his 
way and wrapped his fingers around Horace’s thick cock, 
stroking slowly. “I want you, Horace, very much.” A second 
finger breached him slowly, and Chris concentrated on 
breathing and controlling the thrills of pleasure and 
excitement that raced through him. 


“Is that good?” Horace asked breathily. 


“Yes, now open the package on the floor and roll the 
condom on yourself,” Chris instructed, and he waited as 
Horace shifted. He heard the package rip open. “Make sure 
you leave room at the tip and roll it all the way down. Once 
you’re done, put some lube on yourself.” Chris turned and 
saw Horace comply. Then Chris rolled onto his back and 
pulled his knees to his chest. It probably would have been 
easier if he were on his stomach, but he wanted to see 
Horace, and he wanted Horace to see him. It was important 
for Horace to know what making love felt like. Once Horace 
was ready, Chris guided him into position and nature took 
its course. Horace pressed into him, and Chris relaxed as 
best he could. 


With a stretch and burn that morphed quickly to 
pleasure, Horace moved inside him. Chris clamped his eyes 
closed, hissing softly. “Don’t stop,” he moaned, and Horace 
pressed deeper, until his hips pressed to Chris’s ass. Chris 
held Horace’s leg still, and once he’d adjusted, he patted 
Horace’s skin, and Horace began to move. Chris watched 


as Horace’s eyes widened and his mouth formed an O. 
“That’s it,” Chris said softly. “You aren’t going to hurt me.” 


Horace nodded, still looking a bit dazed. “Is it okay to 
talk?” 


The chuckle that formed shifted to a moaned “Yes” as 
Horace nailed the spot inside him. “God, yes!” Chris 
shouted, filling the room. He tugged Horace forward, 
kissing him hard. Horace paused in his movements, and 
Chris’s body throbbed around him. “Don’t stop,” Chris said, 
and Horace began thrusting softly again. “Yes, I want to 
feel you for a long time.” 


Horace began snapping his hips. “Is that it?” 


“Yes, that’s it. Fuck me like there’s no tomorrow,” 
Chris cried, and Horace moved faster, pressing Chris back 
further into the cushions as he drove into him. Horace’s 
initial hesitation fell away, and soon he was driving hard 
and fast into Chris’s body, and Chris loved every second of 
it. 

“How does that feel?” Chris asked, his voice breaking 
as he vibrated on the cushions. 


“Don’t know.... Like....” Horace gasped but didn’t stop 
his movements. “Like I....” Horace continued thrusting, and 
Chris’s cock bounced against his stomach. He could barely 
see straight, Horace was pounding him so hard. “Like I 
never....” Horace gasped again. The words were coming in 
fragments, but Chris knew exactly how Horace felt. There 
was very little chance that he could form words that would 
sound like anything reasonable, but he tried, and all that 
came out were grunts and whimpers. 


“I know,” he finally managed to say. Chris had had 
lovers before, more than he probably should have, but 
Horace touched something inside him that he’d never 
known was empty, and that hole in his heart began to fill. 


“It’s like you’re alive for the first time,” Chris offered, and 
Horace stopped. 


“Yes,” he said, and Chris gasped. He’d been speaking 
for Horace, but the meaning had come from him. He’d let 
his own feelings come to the surface. 


“Don’t stop, please,” Chris begged, and Horace began 
to move again, quickly picking up his pace. “Yes!” Chris 
cried. 

Sweat rolled down Horace’s chest, his red hair matting 
slightly as Horace continued driving into him. “Chris, 
I’m...,” Horace cried, almost in surprise, and Chris gasped, 
stroking himself as fast as he could. His own climax was 
building fast. “I... I....” 


“Yeah, Horace, come inside me, I want to feel you,” 
Chris bellowed as his orgasm quickly built to the speed of a 
train. Horace thrust deep and hard before stilling. Chris 
felt Horace’s cock jump inside him, and he cried out softly 
before gasping for breath. 


Chris was so close he could barely stand it, but he saw 
Horace’s eyes widen and then clamp shut, and his gasps 
were so blissful and full of wonder, they gave Chris pause, 
and he completely forgot about himself as Horace captured 
his entire attention. Then, almost without thinking, Chris 
began stroking his cock again, hard and fast. Pressure built 
at an unbelievable pace, and white lights shot behind his 
eyes as Chris came with breath-stealing ferocity. 


Horace collapsed on top of him, quivering like a leaf. 
Chris held him tight, Horace’s breath in his ear as they 
recovered from an experience that had touched Chris in a 
way he wasn’t sure he was ready for. Without recognizing 
it, Horace had exposed a hollowness he hadn’t known he 
had until Horace had touched it and somehow began to fill 
it. 


“I don’t want you to leave,” Horace whispered, and 
Chris closed his eyes but said nothing. He was two seconds 
from promising he wouldn’t, but stopped himself. The 
knowledge of what could happen, what had happened to 
him, held him back. No, for his own sake, he had to go 
home. 


“Horace,” Chris began. “You know all of this isn’t real. 
It’s our feelings playing tricks on us.” Horace lifted his 
head. “We’ve been together for days, and it’s been 
wonderful for both of us, but the real world is going to 
come rushing back through that door soon enough. The 
road will be plowed, and we'll all go back to the way things 
were before this storm and before I came here.” Chris 
closed his eyes for a few seconds and took a deep breath. 
“You know that. I care for you, I really do,” Chris said as he 
lightly stroked Horace’s cheek. “But all of this between us 
is just because of the storm and because I’m the first guy 
you've ever met.” 


Horace shook his head slowly, and Chris knew they 
were right back where they’d been a few days earlier. He 
could see the stubborn determination in Horace’s eyes, but 
also a touch of hurt. After a few seconds, Chris couldn’t 
stand that look any longer, and he tugged Horace down into 
a hug. 

Yes, Chris had returned to the same arguments he had 
used earlier, and on the surface it looked like they were in 
the same place, but Chris knew they weren’t. Horace had 
touched his heart. So, no, they weren’t back where they’d 
been before, they were in much more dangerous territory, 
and Chris didn’t know what to do. His brain told him to let 
go. Somehow let Horace down as easily as he could and let 
him go. That would be the safe and sane thing to do for 
both of them. But Chris’s heart had him tightening his grip 
on Horace and kept him quiet and still. “You win for now,” 
Chris said softly, talking to his heart, and he felt Horace 


work his arms beneath him and hold him in a near bone- 
crushing embrace. Chris held his breath and then released 
it, knowing that the longer he dragged this on, the harder it 
would be for both of them. 


“Are you sure this is what you want?” Chris asked, 
meaning to be with him until he went home. Horace nodded 
against his skin and held him tighter. 


“I know what I want and what I feel,” Horace 
whispered. Chris knew what he wanted and felt too, and 
that was part of what scared him. 


THEY spent a few hours lying together, but neither of them 
said much. Chris felt the tension rising between them. 
While he didn’t blame Horace a single bit for how he felt, 
Chris kept trying to think of a way to dispel the tension, but 
nothing came to mind. 


“Maybe I should go for a while,” Horace finally said. 
Chris didn’t want him to leave, but he couldn’t think of 
anything to say to make him stay, so as he’d done so many 
times in the last few days, he stayed quiet. 


“Will I see you later?” Chris asked as Horace started 
getting ready to go outside. 


“Yes,” Horace promised as he continued to get ready. 
Chris watched him finish putting on his gear and hoped 
Horace would say something or at least smile at him, but 
he simply pulled on his gloves and yanked open the door, 
then closed it quietly behind him. 


Chris knew he deserved that, but it still stung a bit. He 
knew he’d truly hurt Horace, but he also knew it would be 
more painful for both of them if he hadn’t said what he had. 
Chris pushed back the blankets, the sofa suddenly feeling 
colder than it had in days, and got up. The first thing he did 
was find the thermostat and turn it up. Then he hurried 


down to his bedroom, where he grabbed his kit, and rushed 
to the bathroom. He shaved, brushed his teeth, and started 
the shower before climbing under the spray. The water was 
gloriously hot, and Chris stood beneath the spray long after 
he’d finished washing, but the warmth of the water on his 
skin was a poor substitute for the heat from Horace’s skin. 
Sighing softly, Chris turned off the water, got out, and dried 
himself quickly before hurrying to the bedroom. He dressed 
in layers and then got to work. 


Horace occupied his thoughts constantly as he put the 
sofa back in its original place and cleaned up all the 
residual mess in the room. He plugged in his laptop and 
phone, but didn’t turn them on, not yet. He also swept up 
the fireplace and closed the damper before heading into the 
kitchen. There were piles of dishes, and he spent the better 
part of an hour getting them cleaned and put away. The 
chores kept his hand busy, but his mind still wandered 
constantly back to Horace. 


Once he got the dishes done and the blankets and 
bedding in the laundry, Chris settled in one of the chairs 
and turned on the television. Of course, there wasn’t much 
to watch, but he kept it on anyway. With Horace gone, the 
place felt empty, and Chris was grateful for the sound, but 
he turned it down whenever he thought he heard the whine 
of Horace’s snowmobile. 


Eventually, he made lunch and ate alone. Without 
Horace, time seemed to slow and he had nothing to do, not 
that he and Horace had done all that much, but spending 
time with him had made being snowed in kind of fun and, 
Chris thought with a smile, special. 


In the late afternoon, Chris checked the wood box and 
saw it was nearly empty. He put on his winter gear and 
ventured outside. The clouds from the storm were 
completely gone, and the sky was a brilliant, deep blue 
from the late-day sun. The air felt even colder than it had 


with the wind, and Chris shivered as he collected wood 
from the pile. He made multiple trips, and with each one, it 
got a little darker and felt a little colder. Once the box was 
full, Chris closed the door and took off his outdoor gear. 
Then he checked on the dryer. The bedding was done, and 
he folded most of it, putting it all where he’d found it 
except for one blanket, which he carried into the living 
room. 


Chris stared at the tree standing in front of the 
windows. He and Horace had decorated it with the lights 
and ornaments they’d found, and Chris fished around its 
base to find the plug. They’d strung the lights even though 
they couldn’t test them, and Chris was prepared to find 
strings that didn’t work, but when he plugged in the cord, 
the lights shone, and Chris moved back to take it all in. He 
couldn’t help smiling as he remembered cutting the tree 
and their one-sided snowball fight. Chris left the tree on 
and went to curl up on the sofa under the blanket. 


The television droned on, keeping him company, and 
finally, when Chris was about ready to get up to make 
dinner, he heard a soft knock at the door. Without 
hesitation, Chris rushed over and pulled it open, tugging 
Horace inside. 


“I wasn’t sure you really wanted me to come back,” 
Horace said, and Chris threw his arms around his neck, 
pulling Horace into a deep kiss. 

“I missed you,” Chris admitted, “and yes, I wanted you 
to come back.” 

“But all those things you said—” Horace began. 

“I know, but I didn’t mean for you to leave. I....” Chris 
swallowed around the lump in his throat. “I just didn’t want 
you to be hurt when I have to go home.” Chris turned away. 
“I didn’t want to be hurt when I have to go home.” 


“So you—” Horace began, and Chris kissed the words 
away. He was afraid of what Horace was about to say, the 
words he was about to use, and if Horace had actually said 
the “L’ word, Chris wouldn’t have been able to deny it. But 
that was the one thing that could not be said, because if it 
were, Chris would lose control of the last bit of his heart. 
Horace pulled away and unzipped his coat, letting it fall to 
the floor, and his hat and gloves followed. Horace kicked off 
his boots and then he moved closer, encircled Chris in his 
arms, and nearly lifted him off the floor as he propelled 
Chris toward the sofa. 


Horace slapped off the light on the end table and 
kissed him down onto the sofa cushions. He tugged up 
Chris’s shirt, pulling it off his arms. Horace tossed it to the 
floor and added his own before standing next to the sofa. 
Chris watched, enthralled, as Horace opened his pants and 
shoved them down his legs, towering over Chris as he 
stepped out of his pants. Chris swallowed and turned his 
head, guiding Horace closer until his thick cock pressed to 
his lips. Chris greedily opened his mouth, licking the head 
of Horace’s cock before sucking only the head into his 
mouth. He licked and swirled his tongue around the 
cockhead while he stroked slowly up and down Horace’s 
furry inner thighs. God, he loved the feel of Horace’s skin 
on his hands. He slid a hand further upward, lightly 
cupping Horace’s balls as he slowly sucked his cock deeper 
into his mouth. 


Chris continued slowly stroking Horace’s skin, his leg 
muscles twitching under Chris’s palms as Chris sucked him 
deeper and deeper. Without letting Horace slip from 
between his lips, Chris shifted slightly on the sofa before 
taking Horace to the root, burying his nose in Horace’s 
musky scent. Chris’s entire body thrummed with 
excitement. Shifting his gaze upward, Chris saw that 
Horace felt it as well. His eyes were wide as saucers, his 


mouth hung open, and he made the sexiest little growling 
sounds Chris had ever heard. 


Horace continued quivering and shaking. “Chris,” 
Horace pleaded softly, and he slowly thrust his hips. His 
balls tightened in Chris’s hand, pulling toward his body, 
and slowly, to the accompaniment of a deep groan, Chris 
slid his lips off Horace’s shaft. 


They were both panting as Horace leaned over him, 
kissing Chris hard. They allowed their tongues to duel fora 
short time, before Chris gave himself over to Horace, who 
deeply explored his mouth. 


Chris could barely breathe by the time Horace broke 
the kiss. His cock throbbed painfully in his pants, and he 
desperately needed to relieve the pressure. Chris tore at 
his belt and yanked so hard at the waistband of his pants 
that the button went flying. He shoved down his pants and 
kicked them off, then lay naked and panting with lust as he 
reached out for Horace and guided him on top of him. Chris 
attacked Horace’s mouth, sucking on his lips. He knew 
Horace would probably have bruises, but he couldn’t stop 
himself. 


Horace pulled away, and Chris panted, wondering what 
was wrong. “I need a rubber,” Horace said. Chris groaned. 
There hadn’t been time to get one, and he swore under his 
breath. Horace moved away, and Chris got up and hurried 
to the bedroom. He wasn’t sure how many he had. It wasn’t 
as though he’d expected to find someone like Horace on 
this trip. He tore through his kit and found a blue foil 
square in the bottom. He rushed back but stopped dead 
when he saw Horace lying on his back on the sofa. “Do 
you...?” Horace asked a bit nervously. 

“Honey,” Chris said softly, the rush fading from him. “I 
want you.” Chris leaned over Horace. “I love when you fuck 
me, and I want you to do that again, and I never want you 


to do anything because you think you have to or anything 
you’re not comfortable with.” 


“But you let me,” Horace said softly. 


“Sweetheart, this isn’t about doing things to each 
other. This is about....” Chris stumbled over the words. 
“This is about making each other happy.” Chris placed his 
lips close to Horace’s ear. “And you fucking me with your 
big cock makes me very happy.” Horace groaned softly, and 
Chris kissed him. “Now I’m going to make us both happy.” 


Chris opened the condom package and rolled it down 
Horace’s shaft, stroking and teasing as much as he could. 
Chris found the container of lube just under the edge of the 
sofa. He slicked Horace first and then himself before 
climbing on the sofa, straddling Horace’s hips. Slowly 
lowering himself on Horace’s thick cock. He squirmed and 
sighed as his body opened, and he groaned loudly as he 
sank deeper and deeper onto Horace’s thick, pulsating 
shaft. God, this man was incredible, and Horace proved it 
by thrusting lightly, until Chris’s ass pressed onto Horace’s 
hips. 

Damn, it felt good, and Chris leaned forward and 
kissed Horace a bit sloppily, and Horace’s cock jumped and 
throbbed deep inside him, rubbing over the spot inside that 
nearly drove him insane. Chris braced his hands on 
Horace’s chest and lifted his body before plunging himself 
down again. Chris moaned, and he heard Horace cry out as 
well. He was usually so quiet that Chris knew Horace was 
loving this as much as he was. “Feel good?” Chris asked, 
and Horace nodded. “How about this?” Chris asked, 
tightening his muscles hard, and Horace gasped. “I thought 
so.” 

Chris raised and lowered his body again and again. 
Horace moaned and stroked Chris’s inner thighs before 
stroking Chris’s cock with his powerful hands. Chris arched 


his back and continued raising his body until they nearly 
separated before plunging back down, the bounce from the 
sofa propelling him back up again. 

“I’m going to come,” Horace said through gritted 
teeth, and Chris thrust into Horace’s tight fist, his own 
climax seconds away. He felt Horace begin to come, and his 
own release rose quickly. Horace stroked him hard, and 
Chris quickly tumbled into the abyss, coming all over 
Horace’s hand and chest. 


Chris was completely spent. He held Horace tight, 
groaning softly when their bodies separated. Once he’d 
taken care of the condom and performed a quick cleanup, 
Chris climbed into Horace’s arms and rested his head on 
Horace’s shoulder. He turned and lightly kissed Horace on 
the lips. 


“I liked that,” Horace said in a whisper, pulling Chris a 
little closer. Chris was about to answer when the front door 
opened and Martin stepped inside. Chris saw Martin’s 
mouth fall open, and he gave a quiet squeak and stood 
stock-still. Then he turned and left the cabin again. 


“I guess Martin’s home,” Chris said quietly. 


“Is he going to be mad?” Horace asked as his body 
filled with tension. 

“Only that he didn’t see you first, big guy,” Chris said, 
kissing Horace again before they both got up to get 
dressed. 


Chapter 4 


“WHaT are you going to do?” Martin asked. Chris shifted his 
coffee mug on the counter, but didn’t answer. They stood, 
leaning against the counter, watching the twinkling lights 
on the Christmas tree. 


“I don’t know,” Chris said softly. He’d been thinking for 
days and always came back to the same answer. He didn’t 
want to leave, but he believed he had to. 


“Jesus, Chris,” Martin said as he curled his hands 
around his coffee mug and rolled his eyes. “Come on, how 
can you not know?” Martin pressed before lifting his mug 
to his lips. “Christmas is tomorrow, and you and Horace 
have spent the last week attached at the hip, or dick, to be 
more accurate.” Martin sipped and then set the mug back 
on the counter with a chunk. “Horace is in love with you, 
and whether you want to admit it or not, you’re in love with 
him.” Chris opened his mouth, and Martin scowled at him. 
“So what’s the problem? You can stay here until you get 
settled.” 


Chris nodded and lifted his mug, looking out the 
windows at the blanket of white with long shadows cast 
over it by the setting sun. More snow had fallen, but it had 
been just snow and the power had stayed on. “Martin... I—” 
Chris began, still looking outside. 


“Don’t you dare tell me it’s because of the cold and 
snow. I went to school with you, remember? I came from 
just as warm a climate as you did. There’s something 
peaceful and soul-touching up here. The snow covers 
everything, but life and spring lay in wait.” Martin paused, 


and Chris turned away from the panorama outside the 
windows. “That’s not it, is it? You’re scared.” 


Chris met Martin’s eyes. He had to, because if he 
turned away.... 


“You are scared.” Martin’s eyes widened, and he set 
down his mug and lightly took Chris’s hand. “All kidding 
aside, this doesn’t have anything to do with that asshole, 
Krieger, does it?” Martin asked. Chris blinked, desperately 
trying not to look away. “It does. That guy was an asshat, 
and, yes, I know he led you on and then stomped on your 
heart.” 


“He did more than that,” Chris protested feebly. “He 
ripped my heart to shreds, stomped on them, and left me 
humiliated in front of everyone I knew.” Chris shivered as 
he tried to keep the memories in the internal box he used 
to control them. 


“I know, and I don’t want to go back over all that pain 
and agony now. That man was an ass, and he hurt you 
because he was a twisted, sadistic bastard who used 
people. But everyone gets hurt at some point in their life, 
and you can’t let that stop you from opening your heart. It’s 
been too long, and do you actually think Horace is the kind 
of guy who would treat you the way that asshole did?” 


Chris shook his head. He knew Horace had a kind 
heart, he’d already seen it in action. “I know, Martin, but I 
just don’t think I can do it.” 


Martin sighed softly. “Let me ask you this: are you 
really prepared to let fear caused by something that 
happened years ago affect your chance at true happiness? 
Because if you are, you’re one of the biggest fools I’ve ever 
met.” Martin walked away from the counter but turned 
again after taking two steps. “That man loves you,” Martin 
said, pointing in the general direction of Horace’s place. 
“That sweet man loves you, and all he’s asked you to do is 


stay.” Martin was actually shaking. “If he’d have me, I’d be 
with him in a minute, but he barely looks at me when I’m in 
the room because all his attention is on you.” Martin took a 
step closer. “I’m so fucking jealous I could spit. I’d give my 
left nut to have what you’re willing to let flow through your 
fingers.” 


The ache in Martin’s voice snapped Chris out of his 
thoughts. 


“Before I came here, I spent three years looking 
everywhere for someone to care about and care for me. All 
I found was a whole lot of nothing,” Martin continued. “I 
had a million first dates and hookups, but nothing else. I 
was a great lay, but didn’t seem to be anything more. And 
you, you have a chance at love fall into your lap, and you’re 
ready to let it go because of some old pain you won’t get 
past and because it’s cold outside. Well, screw you.” Martin 
turned and left the room. “Whatever you’re carrying 
around, get over it,” he said from down the hall. “You may 
only get one chance.” Chris flinched when he heard 
Martin’s bedroom door slam closed. 


God, he needed to think, and at home, he’d get in the 
car and drive out to the desert, but he couldn’t do that 
here. Chris picked up his mug and slowly paced the room, 
torn between his own thoughts and wondering if he should 
try to comfort Martin. Then his cell phone rang. 


“Hello,” Chris said, snatching his ringing phone off the 
counter. 


“It’s me,” Horace said softly. He’d been getting more 
and more tentative as the days went on, and that hurt. “Do 
you want me to come over?” 


“Yes,” Chris said and then added, “Can you bring the 
snowmobile?” Horace had told him he’d had it overhauled 
after it had given him problems a few times. “I think I’d like 
to go for a ride.” 


The line went quiet. “You want.... Okay.” Horace’s tone 
brightened. “I’ll be right over.” Horace hung up, and Chris 
went into his bedroom and pulled on a sweatshirt and the 
snow pants before getting into the rest of his gear. By the 
time he was dressed and outside, Horace was pulling up in 
front. Chris climbed on behind Horace, tightening his arms 
around Horace’s waist. 


“I need to think and I need speed, so go fast,” Chris 
said, and Horace hesitated before taking off. 


Chris watched as the white rushed by, the snowmobile 
gliding over the ground. His heart raced and blood rushed 
to his head when Horace went over a rise at speed and they 
were momentarily airborne. They zoomed over the snow, 
blazing their own trail between the trees before bursting 
into the open near the edge of the lake. The scenery was 
breathtaking in the last light of day, and as soon as they 
skimmed around the lake, darkness fell. The headlights and 
Horace’s knowledge of the area became the only things 
keeping them from getting lost. The air was crisply cold, 
biting his lungs slightly but also clearing the cobwebs from 
his head, and he realized that maybe he wanted them to get 
lost so that it would be just the two of them again. 


“Are you Okay?” Horace asked as he slowed down. 


“Yes,” Chris answered and realized he was clutching 
Horace for all he was worth. “I’m fine,” he added, loosening 
his grip as the fog of hurt and fear finally lifted away, and 
his mind seemed as fresh and clear as the night air, and as 
untainted and clean as the pristine white snow. Horace 
picked up speed once again, and Chris rested his head on 
his back. He probably should have worn a helmet to do this, 
but now he was happy he hadn’t. His heart rate slowed, 
and he simply held on and listened to the engine as he 
rolled with the movement of the machine and Horace’s 
powerful body. 


How long they stayed out, Chris didn’t know. Or care. 
His mind was clearer than he could remember in a very 
long time. He’d gotten what he really needed, and by the 
time they returned to Martin’s, he was relaxed and his 
thoughts were clear. Horace pulled the snowmobile into the 
front yard and turned off the engine. The silence echoed in 
Chris’s ears until he got used to it again. Slowly he stood 
up and got off, waiting for Horace. But Horace sat where he 
was. 


“It’s Christmas Eve,” he said softly, but made no move 
to get up. “We used to always go for a walk by the lake on 
Christmas Eve.” Chris stilled until there was only the sound 
of the slightest breeze through the mostly bare trees. “Papa 
always said it was the most special night of the year, and 
when I was a kid, he used to tell me stories about Santa 
landing on the lake to bring me my presents. He and my 
mom met at a midnight Christmas Eve church service.” 
Horace became quiet, and Chris moved closer, the snow 
crunching lightly under his feet. 


“Let’s go take that walk,” Chris said, and he held out 
his hand. Horace slowly stood up, then stepped off the 
snowmobile. He took Chris’s hand, and Chris led him 
around the cabin using the path Horace had originally 
blazed. Very little light reached around that side of the 
house, and it felt a bit like they were passing through a 
tunnel. Once Chris reached the corner of the house, the 
light from the windows shone on the snow, reflecting off the 
snow crystals in a blaze of a million tiny bits of color. The 
tree blazed with all its color, and glitter from the ornaments 
added to the glinting rainbows that littered the ground, 
fading to black as Chris turned toward the lake. 


Horace moved past Chris, leading him between stands 
of short pine trees through unblemished snow, closer to the 
inky black expanse that was the lake. “Look there,” Horace 
said, and Chris turned to look at the house. The windows 


glowed with warmth and light, and as Chris watched, 
Martin moved in front of them. As Chris turned away, the 
light from the house faded, until he could see only looming 
shapes. Then Chris turned once more and caught Horace’s 
gaze in the light reflecting off the blanket of snow, and he 
stopped still. Everything Horace felt shone in his eyes— 
confusion, frustration, hurt, care, passion, hope, all of it 
bound together by what Chris knew had taken root in his 
own heart. 


“Whenever we came out here on Christmas Eve, Papa 
would ask me what I really wanted for Christmas,” Horace 
whispered. “When I was a kid, it would be some toy or 
game. As I got older, I’d ask for something I needed.” 
Horace looked toward the blackness of the water. “The last 
year he was alive, Papa and I walked out here like we 
usually did. That year I asked him what he wanted, and he 
told me more than anything he wanted Mama back. Then 
he asked me what I wanted, but I only shrugged. I couldn’t 
tell him what I really wanted because Papa would never 
understand, I knew that.” Horace lifted his face to the sky 
and said nothing, but to Chris he looked for all the world 
like he was praying, and maybe he was. Maybe he was truly 
telling his father what it was he’d wanted or maybe... 
maybe it was something else. 


“Horace,” Chris began, forcing his voice to work, 
“what is it you really want this year?” His heart fluttered, 
and he wondered for the millionth time in the past half 
hour if he was doing the right thing. Chris’s eyes filled with 
moisture that he refused to wipe away. He’d asked his 
question and made his decision. 

Horace lowered his eyes and shifted his gaze away 
from the sky and the lake toward the light of the house. “I 
want you to stay,” Horace said very softly, and Chris 
realized that had been Horace’s prayer. 


Chris stepped close to Horace, placed his arms around 
his waist, and rested his head against Horace’s chest, and 
he felt the bigger man become completely still. 


“Merry Christmas, love,” Chris said, and he felt 
Horace’s arms encircle him. In the dead of winter, standing 
outside in the middle of a field of snow, Chris was as warm 
as he’d ever felt in his life. 
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